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MACDONALD WINS FIRST MOVE IN BATTLE WITH ELLIOT
FOR SHEBA'S FAVOR

O’'Nelll, also “going in."

has come to visit,

faces death.

anctivities,

Synopsis—As a representative of the government Gordon Elliot Is
on his way to Aluska to Investigate coal elalms,
and becomes interested in a fellow passenger whom he learns is Sheba
Colby Muacdonald, active head of the land-
grabbing syndlente under investigation, comes aboard. Elllot and Mac-
donald become In o measure friendly,
that old friends of his, Mr, and Mrs, Paget, are the people whom Shebn
Mrs., Paget 1s Sheba's cousin.
revenls to Macdonald the object of his coming to Alsska.
naturally antagonistie, now salse become rivals for the hand of Sheba.
Macdonald, foreseeing faflure of his financial plans If Elliot learns the
tacts, sends Selfridge, his right-hand man, to Kamatlah to arrange mat-
ters so that Elllot will be deceived ns fo the true situation. Elliot also
leaves for Kamatinh and, wandering frora the trall, belleves that he
Selfridge, on his arrival at Knmatlah, has his agents abduct
Gideon Holt, old-time miner, who knows too much about Macdonald’s
Elliot wanders Into the enmp where Holt is held a prisoner.
The two men, overpowering the kldnapers, return to Kamatlah, whera
Elllot learns the truth about the conl lund deals,

On the boat he meets

Landing at Kus'ak, Elliot finds

At dinner Elliot
The two men,

CHAPTER X—Continued.
——

Jillot glnneed at the woman behind
whose skirts the youngster was hid-
lng. “She's not bad looking, if that's
what you mean,” he said after they
had taken up the trall again.

“You aln't the only white man that
has thought that"” retorted the old
miner signiticantly.

“No1 Gordon had learned to let
Holt tell things at his lelsure. It uso-
mlly took less time than to try to hurry
him,

“Name of the kid mean anything
to you?"

“Can’t say it dld.”

“H'm!
syllable of each of hls names"

The land inspector stopped In his | cieqtion.

stride and wheeled upon Holt. *You
don’t bean Colby Macdonald?”

“Why don't 17"

“But—=Good Lord, he I=n't a squaw
man s he?”

“Not In the usual meaning of the
word. She never cooked and kept
house for him, Just the same, llttle
Jolmae Is his kid. Couldn't you see
it sticking out all over him? He's the
#pit 'n' Image of his dad.”

Y[ #eq {t now won've nalntoed it ant.
L was trying to think who he reminded
ne of. Of course It was Macdonald.”

“Mne met up with Meteetse when he
Irst scouted this country for coal five
rears ago. So far's 1 know he was
quare enough with the girl
wever clalmed he made any promises
or anything llke that. He eends a
eheck down once a quarter
trader here for her and the kid.,"

But young Elllot was not thinklog
about Meteetse, His mind's eve saw
another pleture—the girl at Kuslak,
Ustening spellbonnd to the tales of a
man whose actions tranelated romance
Into life for her, n girl swept from the
quiet backwaters of an Irish village
to this land of the midnight sun with
zing contrasts,

And all the way up on the hoat she
d to fill his mind, The slow-
I amer fretted him. Some-
¥ in his heart flamed

v when it comes

The outrnge of It
fon, It
What

set lilm bin

Elllot Glanced at the Woman.

ecould an lunocent young glrl ke
Bheba know of such & man 83 Colby
Macdonald? Her Imagination con-
eelved, no doubt, an ldealized vision of
bim. Dut the real man was clear out-
#ide her ken,

Gordon set his jaw grimly. e
would have It out with Diane, He
would let her see she was not golng
to have It all her own way. By
heaven, he would put a spoke in her
whecl.

He wae on fire to come to his joor-
ney's end. No sooner had he reached

wanted an Invitation to dionner. Yet
she hesitated.

“My 'phone ean't be working well,”
Gordon told her gayly. “You must
huve asked me to dinner, but I didn't
Just hear it, Never mind. I'll be there.
Seven o'clock, did you say?”

Diane Inughed. “You're Jjust as
much a boy as you were ten years
ago, Gord. All right. Come along, But
you're to leave at ten."

She |

to the |

“No, I can’t hear that. My 'phone
hns gone bad agaln. And if 1 had
henrd, I shouldn't think of doing any-
thing so ridiculous as leaving at that
{hour, It would be an Insult to your
hospltality, I know when I'm well

Named for his dand. First | 5 »

*“Then I'll have to withdraw my In-
Perbaps some other dagy—"

“I'll leave at ten,” promised Rlliot
meekly.

He could almost hear the smile In
her volee as she answered. “Very well,
Seven sharp. T'll explaln about the
curfew limit some time."

Muedonald was with Miss O'Nelll in
the llving room when Gordon arrived
at the Paget home,

Sheba came forward to greet the
new guest, The welcome In her eyes
WHS VEry genuime, |

“You and Mr, Macdonald know each
other, of course,”" ghe sald after her
hondshake,

The Scotsman nodded his lean, griz-
zled head, looking straight into the
eyes of the fleld agent.

“Yes, 1 know Mr. Elllot—now. I'm
not sure that he knows me—yet.,"

“I'm beglinning to know you rather
well, Mr. Macdonald,” answered Gor-
don quietly.

If the Alnskan wanted to declare
war he was ready for It. The fleld
agent knew that Selfridge hnd kept re-
ports detailing what had happened at
Kamatlah, Up to date Macdonald had
offered him the velvet glove. He won-
dered If the time bad come when the
fist of steel wag to he doubled.

“IMd you have a successful trip, Mr.
Elliot?" asked Sheba Innocently.

'oget grinned behind his hand, The
girl's question was like o mateh to
powder, and everyvone In the room
knew It but she, The engineer's in-
terests and his convictions were on the
side of Maecdonald, but he recognized
that Elllot hud been sent in to guther
fucts for the government and not to
glve advice to it.

“Did your, Gordon?" echoed his host-
eus,
“I think so,” he answered quictly.

*I hear you put up with olil Gideon
Holt. 1Is he as cracked as he uzed to
be?* nsked Macdonald,

“Was he cracked when you used to
know him oo Frenchman ereck?” coun-
tered the young man.

Macdonald shiot o quick, slant look
nt him. The old man had been talk-
Ing. had he?

“He was cracked and broke, too”
Inughed the mine owner hardily.
“Cracked when he came, broke when
he left.”

“Yes, that was one of the storles he
told me.," Gordon turned to Sheba.
“You shonld meet the old man, Miss
{ O Nelll. He knew your father at Daw-
| son and on Bonanza."

The girl was all eagerness, *“Td
;er to. Does he ever come to Ku-
slak 7"

“Nonsense!” cut In Dlane sharply.
She finshed Gordon a look of annoy-
ance, “He's nothing but a daft old
idiet, my dear.”

The dinner had started wrong, and
though Paget steered the conversation
to safer ground, It dld not go very
well,

Giordon was ashamed of himself, He
could not qulte have told what were
the impulses that had moved him to
carry the war Into the ecamp of the
enemy. Perhaps, more than anything
elge, It had been a certaln look of quiet
assurance In the eves of his rival when
he looked at Sheba.

He rose promptly at ten.

“Must you go 80 soon?" Diane asked.
She was smillog &t him with bland
mockery,

“T renlly must,” answered Eiliot

Tiis hostess followed him Into the
hall, ~She watched him get Into his
cont ‘before saying what was on her

his hotel than he called up Mre, Pazot. | mind.

Quite cicarly she understood that be

|

#Whai §id you mean by teliicg Shebn |glve up sod lenve him theugh you

that old Holt knew her father? What
I8 he to tell her If they meet—that
her father died of pneumonia brought
on by drink? Is that what you want?"

“T suppose I wanted Holt to tell her
that Macdonald robbed her father and
indirectly was the cause of his desth.”

“Absurd I" exploded Diane, “You're
8o simple that you accept as truth the
gossip of every crack-br Ined ldiot—
when it suits your purpose.” c e

He smiled, boyishly, engagingly, as
he held out his hand. *Don’t let's
quarrel, DI. I admit I forgot myself.”

“All right. We won't. But don't
belleve all the catty talk you hear,
Gordon.”

“I'll try to belleve only the truth.”
He smiled, a little ruefully. “And it
Isn't necessary for you to explain why
the curfew law applies to me and not
to Maedonald.”

She was on her dignity at once.
“You're quite right, It Isn't necessary.
But I'm going to tell you, anyhow, Mr,
Macdonald Is golng away tomorrow for
two or three days, and he has soine
buslness he wants to talk over with
Sheba, He had made an appolntment
with her, and I didn’t think It fair to
let your coming interfere with it

Gordon took this facer with his
smile still working,

“T've got a little business I want to
talk over with you, DL" =

She had always been a young m‘n
of rather a hard finish. Now she met
him falrly, eye to eye, “Any time you
like, Gordon.” A

Elilot carrled awny with him one
very definlte Impression. Diane In-
tended Sheba to marry Macdonald if
she could bring it about. She had as
good ns served notice on him that the
girl was spoken for.

The young man get his square jnw.
Diapne was used to having her own
way. So was Macdonald, Well, the
Elliots had a will of thelr own, too.

CHAPTER Xl

8Sheba Says “Perhaps™

Obeying the orders of the gemeral
In command, Peter took himself to his
den with the excuse that he had Blue-
prints to work over. Presently Dinne
sald she thought she heard one of
children erylng and left to oy

The Seotsman strode to the firep
nnd stood lnoking down into the glows
Ing coals, He seemed In no hurry to
break the silence and Sheba glanced
at his strong brooding face a lttle ap-
prehiensively. 8he knew of only oné
subject that would call for so formal
n private talk between her and Mac-
donald, and any discussion of this she
would very much have liked to post-
pone,

He turned from the fire to Sheba, It
wns characteristic of him that he
plunged stralght at what he wanted
to eay,

“I've asked to see you nlone, Miss
O'Nelll, beeause I want to make a con-
fosslon and restitution—to begin
with," he told her abruptly.

She had a sense of suddenly stilled
pulses, “That sounds very serlous”
The young woman smiled falntly.

His face of chiseled granlte masked

[ all emotion. It kept under lock and
|1.-f-_\' the Insurgent impulses that moved
| him when he looked into the sloe eyes
| churged with reserve. Back of them,
[ he felt, was the mystery of purity, of
| mafdenhood. He longed to know her
better, to find out and to approprinte
for hlmsell the woman that lay behind
the fine vell of flesh, She geemed to
| him delleate as a finme and as vivid,
There would eome a day when her [n-
nocent, passional nature would re-
spond to the love of a man s n wall-
Ing harp dees to skillful fingers,

“My story goes awey back to the
| Rlondike days. I told you that I
| knew your father on Frenchman creck.
but I didn't sy much about knowing
hirmm on Bonanza."

“Mr, Strong has told me something
about the days on Booanza, and I know
you would tell me more some day—
when you wanted to speak about 1L"

“Your father was among the first of
those who stampeded to Bonanza, e
|rmd Strong took a claim together, I
bought out the Interest of your fa-
ther.”

“You told me that”

His masterful eyes fastened to hers.
“I didn't tell you that 1 took advan-
tage of him, He was—not well, I
used thnt agalnst him in the bargnin-
ing. He wanted ready money, and I
tempted him."

“Do you mesn that you—wronged

him?"

“Yes, I cheated him.” He resolved
to gloss over nothing, to offer no ex-
cuses, "I didn't know there was gold
in the claim, but I had what we call
a hunch. 1 took the clalm without
giving value received.”

“But—1 don't understand.” Her
brave, stendy eyes looked directly into
those of Macdonald. “If he felt you
had—done him a wrong—why did he
come to you when he was (117"

“He was coming to demand justice
of me. On the way he suffered ex-
posure and caught pneumonia. The
word reached us, and Strong and I
brought him to our ecabin.”

“You fuced @ bllzzard to bring hiss
fo. Mr, Btrong told me how ¥

tsked ‘your life by carrying him|

were ‘wenk and staggering yourself,
He says it was a miracle you ever got
through.”

“I'm not heartless” sald Macdonald
fmpatiently, *“Of course I did that. I
had to do It. I counldn't do less.”

“Nor more,” she suggested. "“You
may have made a hard bargaln with
him, but you wiped that out later.”

“That's just what I didn't do. Don't
think my consclence I8 troubling me,
I'm not such a mush-brained fool. If
it had not been for you I would never
have thought of It again. But you are
his daughter. What I cheated him out
of belongs to yru—and you are my
friend.”

“Don't use that word about what you
did, please. He wasn't a child. If
you got the best of him In a bargain,
I don't think father would think of It
that way."

The difficulty was that he conld not
tell hér the truth about her father's

When he said good-by it was with &
warm, strong handshake,

“T'll be back in two days. Perhaps
you'll have good news for me then"
he suggested.

The dark, silken lashea of her eyes
lifted shyly to meet hils,

“Perhaps,” she said.

- L] L] L L] L »

During the absence of Maedonald
the field ngent saw less of Sheba than
he had expected, and when he did see
her she had an abstracted manner he
dld not quite understand, She kept to
her own room a good deal, except when
she took long walks Into the hills back
of the town. Diane had a shrewd ldea
that the Alaskan had put his fortune
to the test, and she not only let her
cousin alone herself, but fended Gor-
don from her adroitly.

The third day after the dinner El-
liot dropped around to the Pagets with
intent to get Sheba into a set of ten-
nls, Diane sat on the porch darning
socks.

“Sheba 1s ont walking with Mr. Mac-
donald,” she expluined im answer to n
question as to the whereabouts of her

£
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ot Belongs to You—and You're Going | ;

to Take It”

weakness for drink and how he had
played upon it. He bridged all expla-
nations and passed to the thing he
mennt to do In reparation.

“The money I cleaned up from that
elalm belongs to you, Miss O'Nelll. You
will oblige me by taking it."

From his pocket he took a folded
paper and handed It to her. Sheba
opened It doubtfully. The paper con-
tuined a typewrlitten statement and to
It was attached a check by means of n
clip. The check was made out to her
and signed by Colby Macdonald, The
amount it called for was $183431.

“Oh, I couldn’t take this, Mr. Mac-
donald—I couldn't. It doesn't belong
to me,” she cried.

“Tt belongs to you—and you're golng
to take It."

“I wouldn't know what to do with
s0 much."”

“The bank will take care of it for
vou until you declde, So that's set-
tled.” He passed definitely from the
subject. “There's something else I
want to gny to yon, Miss O'Nelll,”

Some change in his volce warned
her, The girl slanted a quick, shy
glance at him,

“T want to know If you'll marry me,
Miss O'Nelll,” he shot at her nbruptly.
Then, without glving her time to an-
swer, he pushed on: “I'm older thon
vou—by twenty-five years, Always
I've lived on the frontiers. I've had
to tnke the world by the throat and
ghike from It what I wanted. Bo I've
grown hord and willful. All the sweet,
fine things of life I've missed. But
with you beside me, I'm not too old
to find them yet—if you'll show me the
way, Sheba,”

A wave of eolor swept Into her face,
but her eyes never faltered from hls,
“I'm not quite sure,” she said In a low
volee,

“You mean—whether you love me?”

She nodded. “I—admire yon more
than any man I ever met. You are
a grent man, strong and powerful—
ond I am so Insignificant beside you.
I—am drawn to you—s0 much. But—
I am not sure.”

“T'm golng away for two days. Per-
haps when I come back you will know,
Shebn, Take your time. Marrlage s
serious business. I want yon to re-
member that my life has been very
different from yours. You'll hear all
sorts of things about me, Bome of
them are true. There Ig this differ-
ence between a man and & good wom-
an, He fights and falls and fights again
und wing, But a good woman Is finer.
She has never known the fallure that
drags one through slime and mud, Her
goodness I8 born In her; she doesn't
bhave to fight for It.”

The girl smiled a little tremulously,
“Doesn't she? We're not all angels,
you know."

“*1 hope you're not. There will need
to be a lot of the human in you to
make nllowances for Colby Macdon-

through the storm—low you wouldn't
g{-':.
-

)

ald" he replied with an soswering
LAl

| guest.
“Oh, he's bhack, I3 he?" remarked
Gordon moodlly.
“He came bock this morning, Sheba
has gone up with him to see the Lucky
Strike."”

|| “You're golng to marry her to that

| man 1f you can, aren't you?” he
| charged.

“If I can, Gordon,” She slipped a
darning ball {nto one of little Peter's
stockings and placidly trimmed the
hole,

“It's what I ecall a conspirncy.”

“Is 1t?" Dlane smiled.

Gordon wunderstood her smlle to
mean he was jealous,

“Maybe I am. That's not the polnt,”
he answered, just as if she had made
her accusation In words.

“Suppose you tell me what the polnt
i18," she suggested.

“He isn't good enough for her. You
know that perfectly well,”

“Good enough!” Bhe shrugged her
shoulders, “What man I8 good enough
for a nice girl, If you come to thot?
There are other things besldes sugary
goodness, Any man who I8 strong can
make himself good enovgh for the
woman he loves” :
“Generally speaking, yes. But Colby
Macdonald Is different.”

“Thank heaven he 1s,” she retorted
fmpatiently. Then added after a mo-
ment: “He isn't a Sunday-school su-
perintendent if that's what you mean.

“That isn't what I mean at all. But
there's such a thing es a difference
between right and wrong, Isn't there?"

“Oh, yes. For Instance, Mr. Mne-
donald Is right about the need of de-
veloping Alaska and the way to do It
and you are wrong."

“‘'m not tnlking about essential
right and wrong. Misgs O'Neill s ideal-
Izing Muacdonald. I don't suppose
you've told her, for instance, that he
made his first money In the North
running a dance hall,”

“No, I hinven't told her any such
thing, because it {sn't true,” she re-
plied scornfully. “He owned sin opera

players. I dare say thoy danced,
That's very dilferent, s you'd know If
you didn't have astigmatism of the
mind."

“Not the way the story was told me.
But let that pngs, Does she know thut
AMaedonald beut her father out of one
of the best claims on Bonanza and wis
Indirectly responsible for his death?"

“What's the use of talking nonsense,
Gordon, You know you can't prove
that," his friend told him sharply.

“I think T can—if It Is necessary,”

Diane looked across at him with an
fmpodent little tiit of the echin, *I
don't think I lke you as well ns I
used to”

“Sorry, because I'd like you just ns
well, Diane, If you would stop trying
to manage your cousin Into n marrlnge
that will spoll her life,” he answered
gravely. “The happiness of Miss
O'Nelll Is of very great importance to
II‘IF."

“Do you mean—7" Wide-oyed, she
looked her question stralght at him,

“That's just what I mean, Dlane.”

8he darned for & minute in silence,
It had occurred to Diane before that
perhaps Gordon might be In love with
Sheba, but she had put the thought
from her boncause ghe did not want
to belleve It

“That's different, Gordon. It ex-
plalns—and In & wny excuses—your
coming here nnd trying to bully me"
She stopped her work to flash a gues-
tlon at him. “Don't you think that
maybe It's only a fancy of yours? 1
remember you used—"

He shook his head. *“No chance,
Digne. I'm hard hit. She's the only
girl 1 ever met that sulted me. Every-
thing she does Is right. Every move
she makes 18 wonderful.”

The eyes with which she looked at
him were softer, as those of women
are wont to be for the true romance,

“You poor boy," she murmured, and
let her hand for a moment rest on his,

“Meaning that I lose?’ he asked
qulckly. :

“I think you do. I'm not gure.

Elllot leaned forward !mpulsively.
“Be a good sport, Dinne. Let me have
my chance, too. Why do you make
i ensy for Mecdonald anC hard for

me? Fsa't It because : ﬂnm ne ‘of hir
millions blinds yon?” ]

“He's n big, splendid man, but )
don’t like him any the less becaus
he has the power to make lfé ensy
and comfortable for Sheba,” she dee
fended sturdily. |

“Yet you turned down Arthur West,
the best catch in your set, to marry
Peter, who was the worst"” he res
minded her. “Have you ever been
sorry for ItT"

She recurred to the previous gues-
tion. “Sheba knows more about Mr,
Macdonald than you think. And nbout
how he got her father's claim, for In-
stance—she has heard all that

“You told her?" 5

“No, Colby Macdonald told her, He
gnid he practieally robbed her father,
and*he gave her a check for nearly two
hundred thousund to cover the clean-
up from the claim and Interest”

“Bully for him.” On the heel of
this he flung o question at her. “Did
Macdonald ask her to marry him the
night of the dinner?"

A flash of whimsleal amusement lit
her dainty face, “You'd befter ask
him that. Here he comes now.”

They were coming down the walk
together, Macdonald and Sheba. The
young woman was absorbed in his tallk,
and she did not know that her cousin
and EKillot were on the porch until
she was close upon them, “But at sight
of the young man her eyes became
warm and kind,

“I'm sorry I was out yesterday when
you called,” she told him.

“And you were out ngain today. My
luck Isn't very good, Is it7"

He laughed pleasantly, but his heart
was bitter, He beideved Macdonald
had won,

“We've had such a good walk," She-
ba went on quickly, *1 wish you could
have heard Mr. Macdonald telling me
how he had a chance to save n stonil
Eskimo tribe during a hard winter. He
carrled food five hundred miles to
them. It was a thrilling experience.”

“Mr. Macdonald has had a lot aof
very interesting experlences. You raust
get him to tell you anbout all of them,"
answered Gordon quletly,

The eyes of the two men met, The:
steel-gray ones of the older man ah-
swered the challenge of his rival with
a long, steady look. There was in &
something of triumph, something of’
scornful ingolence. If this young fel-
low wanted war, he did not need to
walt long for it.

“Time enough for that, man. 1lss
O'Nelll and I have the whole Arctle:
winter before us for stories,”

The muscles in the lean jaws of Gor-
don Elllot stood out like steel ropes.
He turned to Sheba. “Am I to cons
gratulate Mr, Macdonald?"

The eplor In her checks grew woarme
er, but her shy glance met his falrly.
“I think it is I that am to be congrats
ulated, Mr, Elliot.”

Diane took her cousin In her arms.,

ness In the world,” she sald soffly,

The Irish girl fled into the house
as soon a5 she could, but not before:
making an announcement.

“We're to be married soon, very quis
etly. If you are still at Kusluk we
want you to be one of the few friends
present, Mr. Elliot."

Macdonald backed her Invitatlon
with @« cool, cynical smile, “Miss
('Nelll speaks for us both, of courpe,
Elllot."

| vory much,

house and brought in a company of |

The defeated man howed, *“Thanks
The chances are that Il

be through my business before then™
As soon ng his flancee had gone lnto
the house, the Scotsman left. Gorflon

“Am | to Congratulate Mr. Macdon. .
aldm™

sat down In & porch chalr and stared
straight In front of him. The suddens|
ness of the news had brought his world
tumbling about his ears, He felt that!
such n marriage would be un ontrage
against Sheba's innocence,

Though she was gorry for him, Dinne
did not think it best to gny so yet.

Genevieve  Mallory,” secing
Macdonald elipping from her
grasp, takes a hand In the game
with results not exactly pleas-
ant for Macdonald. Mow she
pulled the wires from behind
the scenes s told in the next in-
staliment. Yer il gt

“My dear, T wish you all ‘the happh .

- ———




